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machinery. The long journey passed pleasantly
with this delightful companion, and it seemed
only a little while before we neared the border.

An air of tension seemed to pervade the whole
train as it thundered toward the frontiers of the
most-discussed country in the world, I have no
politics, and I am quite prepared to believe that
even in Tsarist days travellers felt much the same
as did our passengers that night, Russia has always
been something of a land of mystery, as different
from its European neighbours as chalk from cheese,
and I am bound to admit that my spirits fell slightly
as that strange pall fell over our train.

However, we drifted into another cheerful con-
versation with our Irish friend and tried to thrust it
from our minds.   A little later all conversation
ceased and a dead silence reigned amongst the
passengers, broken only by the roar and rattle of
the carriage wheels.   Slowly the train came to a
halt. We were at the portals of the Soviet Union.
The Polish guards descended to surrender possession
to their counterparts of the Red Army.   Amidst
the banging of doors and the gruff voices of the Red
soldiers the passengers remained silent,   I have
experienced no such atmosphere of tense expectancy
anywhere. The shrill note of the whistle, the sound
of the skidding loco, wheels as they took the load
of the heavy train once again, and we were travelling
over Russian soil for the first time.  The thud of
heavy feet along the corridors and the solemn
reiteration of the word " Passport " reminded us